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ascetically at Shelton, asked, without waiting for an
introduction : " Do you play chess ? There's young
Smith wants a game."

A youth with a wooden face, already seated before
a fly-blown chess-board, asked him drearily if he would
have black or white. Shelton took white; he was
oppressed by the virtuous odour of this room.

The little man with the deep eyes came up, stood in
an uneasy attitude, and watched.

" Your play's improving, young Smith," he said.
" I should think you'd be able to give Banks a knight."
His eyes rested on Shelton, fanatical and dreary; his
monotonous voice was suffering and nasal; he was
continually sucking in his lips, as though determined
to subdue the flesh. " You should come here often,"
he said to Shelton, as the latter received checkmate;
" you'd get some good practice. We've several very
fair players. You're not as good as Jones or Bartholo-
mew," he added to Shelton's opponent, as though he
felt it a duty to put the latter in his place. " You ought
to come here often," he repeated to Shelton;' "we
have a lot of very good young fellows; " and, with
a touch of complacency, he glanced around the dismal
room. " There are not so many here to-night as usual.
Where are Toombs and Body ? "

Shelton, too, looked anxiously around. He could
not help feeling sympathy with Toombs and Body.

** They're getting slack, I'm afraid," said the little
deep-eyed man. " Our principle is to amuse every
one. Excuse me a minute; I see that Carpenter is
doing nothing." He crossed over to the man who had
been drinking coffee, but Shelton had barely time to
glance at his opponent and try to think of a remark,
before the little man was back. ** Do you know any-